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recovered from the extraction of what Penny Pitches called &
"sisty" in his lower regions, was out of the hospital for a morn-
ing's drive. One of the doctors had offered to take the old man
with him on a trip to Goclney; but had dropped him instead for
an hour's visit to the house of his aged crony, Abel Twig. Here
at the door of the laUer's woodshed, the two old gentlemen were
exchanging comments upon life, just as they had been accus-
tomed to do for the last fifty years.
"Me grand-daughter Sally do din me ears with talk about our
new Mayor. The gal gives herself as much airs as if she were a
she-mayor; and yet 'tis only because of her being their maid-of-
all! 'Tis wondrous, Abel, how they pettykits do take on about
Public Doings. In them old days, brother, 'twas upon pasties and
apple turnovers and sech-like that their mindies rinned."
"Fill up thee pipe, Bart; fill up thee pipe and think no more o'
such pitiful goings-on," said Mr. Twig firmly. " Tis thoughts
such as these thoughts what bring poor buggers like we into
hospitals and infirmaries. When sun do shine and birds do zing,
'tis best to stretch out legs, brother, and hummy and drummy!"
"But 'tisn't only of thik new Mayor that my grand-darter talks
to I of; 'tis of sad, wicked, fleshly doings what would bring some
girt folks into trouble if all were known."
The two old heads moved closer to one another now and the
two old caked and crusted briar pipes were tapped simultaneously
on Abel Twig's wood-chopping stump.
"Be they the fleshly doings of they that be Mayors, or of they
that baint Mayors?" enquired Number One evasively.
" 'Tis Sally Jones what sez so, Aby, not us, thee knows," mur-
mured Number Two, casting a wary eye up the road and down
the road, "but she tells I that thik little gal what plays with our
Jackie be an Illegit of Mr. Crow up to Elms. She do say there
were hintings and blinkings in the Gazette, about thik little job.
'Twere in last Wednesday's number or thereabouts, she said, and
she herself reckons 'twas Red Robinson what put 'un there."
Two matches were simultaneously held to two charred and
blackened orifices; and two thick clouds of blue smoke erupted
&;om beneath a bird-like nose and a dog-like nose.